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Mo,yet time femes, wherein youmay redeems 
Your baniftit honors ; and rcftore yoiir felucs. 

Into the good thoughts of the world againe ; 
Reuenge th e ieering and diidamM contempt 
Of this proud king,who ftudies day and niahr 
T o anfwere all the dcbrlie owes to you 
Euen with the bloody payment cfyotir 
Therefore I fay* 

If^or. Peace coofen, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe a fecret booke. 

And to your quicke conceiumg dilcOncents 
lie reade you matter deepe and dangerous 
As full of perill and aduenterous fpirit. 

As to oVeivalke a Current roring low'd, 

On the vnftedfaft footing of a fpeare. 

Hot. If he fall m,good-night,or fincke 
Send danger from theEaft vnto the Weft, 

So honor erode it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : O the bloud more 
T o roufe a ly on than to ftart a hare* 

North * Imagination of lome great exploit 
Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

H By heauen me thinkes it were an eafic leape. 

To plucke bright honor from the palefac'd Moone, 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 

Where fadome line could neuer touch tl 
And plucke vp drowned hemour 
So he that doth redeeme her thenc< 

Without co rriuall all her dignities: 

B ut out vpon this halfe facVfellowfhip. 

He apprehends a world of figures nere. 
But not the forme of what he fhouM attend 
Good coofen giue nie 
Hot . I cric you mercy.' 

IHor. Thofe lame noble Scots 
Hot. lie keepe them all ; 

By God he lhall not haue a Scot of them, 

N o, if a Scot would faue his foule he lhall not. 










of Hairy the fourth. 

lie keepe them by this hand* 
mr. You ftart away, 

And lend no care vnto my purpofe* : 

Thofe prifoners you lhall keepe. 

Hot* Nay, I will: that’s flat; 

He faid he would not ranfome Mortimer, 

Forbad my tongue to lpcake of Mortimer, 

But 1 will finde him when lie lies afleepe, 

And in his earelle hollow Mortimer : 

Nay,ile haue a ftarling lhalbe taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimcr,and giueit him 
To keepe his anger ft ill in modon. 

Wor+ Heareyou coofen, a word. 

Hot . All ftudies here I folcmnly defie, 

Saue howto gallandpinch this Bullingbfooke, ^ 

And that fame fword and buckler prince of Wales* 

B ut th at I thinke liis father loues him not. 

And would be glad he met with fomc milchance • 

I would haue him poifoned with a pot of Ale 4 „ 

\Hor. Farewell kmfman,ile talke to you 

When you are better tempered to attends 

Nor. Why what a walpe- tongue and impatient foole 
Ait thou? to breake into this womans moodc. 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine ownc ? 

Hot. Why looke you, I am whipt and fcoui^gd with rods^ 
Netled,and ftung with pifmires^when I hcare 
Of tins vile polititian Bullingbrooke, 

In Richards time, what do you call the place ? 

A plague vpon it,itis in Glocefterlhirej 
T’was where the mad-cap duke his vnclckept 
His vncle Yorke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this king of fmiles,this Bullingbrooke: 

Zblood,when you and he came backc from Rauenfpurgh. 

Kor. AtBarkly caftle. Hot. You fay true* 

Why what a Candy deale ofeurtefie, 

This fawning greyhound then did profter me, 

Looke when lus infant fortune caineto age, 

And gentle HarryPerey,and kind cpolen; 
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